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Tegner, whom a Swedish Author has magnificently 
denominated “that Mighty Genie who organizes even disor- 
der,” * has in no production more distinguished himself 
than in the work of which the following pages are a 
Translation. If his fame is to be measured by the rule 
of Madame de Stael — “translations are a present im- 
mortality” — then it will not soon perish from the re- 
cords of — the Great. 

Fully aware of the horror every distinguished Poet 
must feel, at having mangled versions of his finest lays 
sent out from distant lands, — the Translator early re- 
solved not to publish this Work, unless it met with the 
approbation of the Author himself. This he has been 
fortunate enough to obtain , accompanied by corrections 
and communications of the highest value. To the ‘Intro- 
ductory Letter,’** in particular, we would refer, as con- 
taining explanations indispensable for understanding the 
Original Design of the Poem. It would be superfluous to 
add, that we express our deepest gratitude for both the 
kindness itself which the Bishop has hereby showed us, 
and for the manner in which it was done, — to an un- 
inown and undistinguished Student. 

Our thanks are also especially due to the individuals 
who have variously contributed to the elucidation and 
adornment of our pages. The “Life” by the distinguished 
Poet and Patriarchal Christian FRANZ&N , * * — the “De- 
scription of Ingeborg’s Arm-Ring” ** by the profound 

* It is difficult to give at oticc both the alliteration and the terseness of 
the original: — den “slarkc anden som ordnar sjelfva oordningen.a 
Cruimitolpe'i uSki Idringar — De Ilfirvaraiule , p. 496. 

* * In order that these new and valuable Doemncnts may not be lost to the 
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Antiquarian and gentlemanly Scholar Hildebrand — for, 
thank God, pedantry is fast ceasing to be the mark of 
erudition, — and the Musical accompaniments by the late 
distinguished composer crusell*, and by the Countess 
MONTGOMERY, now GYLLENHAAL, — are all precious ad- 
denda to the work itself and deserve, as they will receive , 
the thanks of the European Public. 

Conceiving it necessary to a proper appreciation of 
the Poetic Legend, we have appended a Translation of 
the Prose Icelandic Saga, in itself one of the most beauti- 
ful in the whole Cycle of Icelandic Literature. The in- 
cidents relating to the Hero, Frithiof the Dauntless , oc- 
curred previously to the close of the Vlllth Century of 
our Era, though they w r ere probably not transferred from 
the oral to the written circle of tradition till 3 or 4 cen- 
turies later. 

As to the ‘Frithiof’ of Bishop TEGn£r we cannot do 
better than quote from a beautiful Notice of the Bishop’s 
Poem inserted in the “North American Review” No. XCYI; 
the Author is, we believe, the learned and talented Pro- 
fessor Longfellow',** whom we remember having seen 
in this Capital during his Northern Tour: — “We consider 



Northern Public we have, with the permission of the Authors, pub- 
lished the Swedish Originals as an -Appendix to Frilliiofs Saga.* 
One great favour and advantage we have enjoyed — the Translations 
of these three communications have all been read and approved by the 
gentlemen to whom we owe them. 

• It is his surviving Family who have granted ns permission to re-print 
some of the very popular airs which he wrote, and which are sung 
in Scandinavia in every dwelling , from the palace to the cottage. 

* * Our quotation begins at p. 151. The -Review* in question reached 
us while this Translation was going through the press. The fragments 
translated by the Professor surpass any we have hitherto seen in 
English. 
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the “Legend of Frithiof” as one of the most remarkable 
productions of the age. It is an Epic Poem , composed 
of a series of Ballads ... It seems to us a very laudable 
innovation, thus to describe various scenes in various 
metre, and not employ the same for a game of chess and 
a storm at sea. . . The reader must hear in mind, that 
the work before him is written in the spirit of the past; 
in the spirit of that old poetry of the North, in which 
the same images and expressions are oft repeated, and 
the sword is called the Lightning’s Brother, — a Banner, 
the Hider of Heaven; gold, the Day-light of Dwarfs, and 
the grave, the green gate of Paradise. The old Scald 
smote the strings of his harp, with as hold a hand, as 
the Berserk smote his foe ... lie lived in a credulous 
age; in the dim twilight of the past. He was 

“The sky-lark in the dawn of years. 

The poet of the morn.” 

“ We must visit, in imagination at least, that 

distant land [Scandinavia], and converse with the genius 
of the place. It points us to the Past; to the great mounds, 
which are the tombs of kings. Their bones are within; 
skeletons of warriors mounted on the skeletons of their 
steeds; and Vikings sitting gaunt and grim on the plankless 
ribs of their pirate ships. ... In every mysterious sound 
that fills the air, the peasant still hears the trampling of 
Odin’s steed , which many centuries ago took fright at the 
sound of a church bell. The memory af Balder is still 
preserved in the flower that hears his name , and Freja’s 
Spinning-wheel still glimmers in the stars of the constel- 
lation Orion. The sound of Stromkarl’s [the Mer-man’s] 
flute is heard in tinkling brooks, and his song in water- 
falls. In the forest, the Skogsfrun, of wondrous beauty. 
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